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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 
All events in this story are totally fictional. | make no claims whatsoever regarding the persons named. 


JANICK'S POV: 

Freiburg, Germany. 

We're back in Germany for another open-air show. Its been over two weeks since | was drugged and robbed 
after the show in Hanover and as far as everyone knows I've put it behind me. Bruce insisted | let someone 
know every time | leave the hotel and | have been, but | don't like it. It makes me feel like I'm a prisoner, like | 
can't do anything without permission. | know Bruce is just concerned for my safety but it sometimes feels like 
he's treating me like a child. We haven't really mentioned it at all since we had a heart-to-heart in Florence so 
he doesn't know I'm still troubled by those few hours of my life that | have no memory of whatsoever. | long 
ago learned how to distract Bruce when he starts up with his possessiveness. Usually | would only have to run 


my hand up his leg or across his arse and soon we're both too busy to worry about anything. 


| love outdoor shows, it feels like there's such a connection with the crowd and as long as the weather is 


pleasant it's usually cooler and more comfortable. We've been very lucky this tour; we haven't encountered 


any rain or storms. Its a great show, Bruce was playful with thrusting his sword between my legs again and | 
knew it was a promise of something else he would put between my legs as soon as we were safely in our hotel 
room. By the end of the show I'm so high on adrenaline and energy that | felt like | could run back to the hotel 
rather than take the car. Bruce and | have been sharing a vehicle ever since Italy and with him wearing those 
leather pants that look even tighter when he's drenched with sweat after a show it's all | can do to confine 
myself to a few discrete gropes and rubs. He laughingly tells me to save it, he's getting hard and in those 
pants it's obvious to the world. Quite often he has to wrap his robe tightly around him to hide a full-blown 


erection. 


This is all that was on my mind after the Freiburg show. Bruce's hands had been busy in the car too and he'd 
teased me half out of my mind so at first | didn't even hear Rod call my name as we crossed the hotel lobby. 
He called a bit louder, though, and | turned to see him standing near the front desk. | gave Bruce a discrete 

squeeze to the arse | told him I'd be up in a minute then went over to him. As | got closer | saw his face was 


unusually grave and | had a quick jolt of fear that there had been some bad news about one of my kids or 


something like that. 
"What's up?" 


Rod gestured for me to follow and led me to a small room off the lobby that held computers for the guests 
use, though there was no one there at this hour. Even so, he stepped closer and hesitated before speaking. | 
was wishing they would just get on with it, | was anxious to rejoin Bruce in time to share a shower, which | 


knew would lead to other things. 
"Jan, the phone that was stolen from you in Hanover had all our numbers stored on it, didn't it?" 
‘Most of them. Why?" 


"| had a message from that number on my phone tonight, it must have come in during the show. | didn’t get a 


chance to read it until we were riding back to the hotel just now." 
"Someone messaged you from my stolen phone?" | was surprised. "What did the message say?" 
"Well..it wasn't a message; it was a photo. This photo." He held his phone out to me. 


| gave him a curious look and reached for the phone, taking it from him and looking at the screen. At first | 
wasn't sure what | was seeing, the photo was poorly lit and a little blurry. But that phone had been one of the 
newest models with an excellent camera and after | looked more closely there was little doubt of what | was 
seeing. It was a photo of me. It was obviously taken in a vehicle, | was in the back seat and whoever had taken 
the picture was apparently looking back from the front seat. | looked almost as though | was asleep or passed 
out but | knew | wasn't because of the other person in the photo. It was a girl with long dark hair, she didn't 
appear to have a shirt on and she was kneeling on the floor in front of me between my outstretched legs. The 
angle directly behind her so | couldn't see what she was doing but from her position and her partial nudity 
there seemed to be little doubt. 


| stared at the phone screen for what felt like five minutes, | didn't know what to say or even how | should 
react. | hoped some shred of memory of the hours | lost under the influence of the DHP drug would 
eventually come back to me but so far they were still a complete blank and that bothered me about the 
incident more than anything else. This was potentially worse than I'd feared, though. Not only did it appear that 
I'd engaged in some very out-of-character behavior, there were photos of itl 

Finally, | gathered my wits enough to hand Rod back his phone. "I don't get it," | said. "Why did they send this to 
you, and why did they send it now? It's been almost three weeks!" 


"| don't have the answer to either one of those questions.” Rod admitted, shaking his head. "They may have 
heard we're back in Germany and thought they would have a little joke, and mine was the number they 
happened to choose. As far as | know, no one else in the crew has received anything. Jan, are you certain you 


don't remember anything from when you were with those people?" 
| shook my head. "No, not a thing! It's a complete blank" 


"Well," he sighed, "for now we're just going to have to assume they're just fucking with us and don't mean any 


harm." 
"But they could put that picture on the internet or sell it to some shady journalist, couldn't they?" 


"Yeah." Rod had to admit. "That's possible. And since | assume your family's numbers were stored on the phone 


too... 


"Oh, fuck!" That hadn't occurred to me. What if they sent that photo to my family? And what if there are 


even worse photos? 


"Well, you may want to prepare your family as you think best, but | wanted to let you know about this right 
away. Chances are we won't hear any more from these people but | am going to contact the police we spoke to 
in Hanover. They don't need to know the nature of the photo but they should be told about this contact. The 
thieves may still try to sell your things, this phone or your camera, and maybe they will be caught" 


| was lost in thought, trying for the thousandth time to recall something, anything, from those missing hours 
of my life. | roused myself to thank Rod for letting me know about this right away. | asked him to forward me 
the photo, then left and halfway up to my room in the elevator my phone pinged as | received it. 

When | entered Bruce's room | heard the shower running but | was too preoccupied to join him. | kicked off my 
shoes and sat back on the bed, studying the photo. The lighting was so poor | couldn't tell if the girl was 
actually blowing me or if | was indeed passed out and she was just pretending in order to get a compromising 
photo. Then | noticed something - my hand was on her shoulder. Shit! That meant | was conscious and aware, 
at least at the time, of what was happening. Maybe | was even enjoying it, though there was no way to tell for 
certain. The very idea of a blow job from some unknown girl that | had absolutely no memory of was 
incredibly creepy. I'd had my share of drunken blow jobs, both giving and receiving, but they had been from 


Bruce and | always at least dimly remembered it. | was so engrossed in examining the photo that | was 


unaware that Bruce had come into the room until he flopped down on the bed next to me, nuzzling my neck. 

| missed you in the shower, mate. Why didn't you jump in with me?" 

| didn't answer him directly. "Have you ever had a blow job you don't remember?" 

He laughed but gave me a look as if to say that was a weird question. "I don't think so. Certainly not from you, 
I'd definitely remember that!" he grinned, then he noticed | was staring at my phone screen. "What are you 


looking at?" 


Wordlessly | handed him the phone. He glanced at it, then did a double take and stared at it intently for a few 
moments. "What the fuck..." 


"It was sent to Rod from my stolen phone." 


He looked at me, incredulous. "You're joking! You mean this happened while you were drugged? You got a blow 


job and don't remember it? That's ridiculous!" 
| was a little annoyed by his response. "Ridiculous or not apparently it happened, unless this photo was staged." 
He looked at it again. "No, | don't think it was staged. That's your blow job face." 


| let out a snort of laughter in spite of myself. "Oh come on, Bruce, you can't see my face well enough to tell 


that!" 


He shook his head slowly, still looking at the photo. "No, | can tell. Haven't | seen that face often enough to 


know? I'm not sure | like this, Jan" 

"Well, how do you think | feell "| exclaimed in frustration. He seemed to be taking this from the wrong angle, he 
appeared only to be concerned that I'd gotten a blow job from someone other than him. "Think about it, Bruce! 
If these people wanted to they could cause no end of trouble with this picture! Both for me personally and for 
the band!" 


"Oh, now you're exaggerating! We're in a rock band! Even if this was splashed all over the internet it wouldn't 


make much of a difference. Things like this are expected of us!" 
"Bruce!" | was speaking slowly now, trying to impress how | felt upon him. "My kids could see this!" 


"Yeah, but they're adults now, or almost adults, and they know you were drugged" When | didn't respond to 
that he looked at me sharply. "Jan? They do know, don't they?" 


| sighed, forced into admitting it" |... | never told them about it" 


"What?" he was incredulous. "Why the hell not?" 


| looked away. Bruce and | are incredibly close but there are some things even he doesn't know about my 
family life, and about my marriage. | hadn't told my kids about my abduction because | knew it would distress 
them but | hadn't told my wife simply because it never occurred to me. When it became obvious | wasn't going 
to elaborate on why I'd kept silent, Bruce didn't press me. He's an impulsive, irascible man at times but in other 
ways he can be remarkably sensitive and he was showing that sensitivity now. | could see him struggling with 


his curiosity but he didn't want to talk about my family any more than | did and he went on 
"Why would they send this photo to Rod, of all people? What is that going to gain them?" 


"They probably picked a number at random. He thinks they're just fucking around, having a bit of fun because 
they heard we're back in Germany. And maybe that is all there is to it" 


"Yeah, maybe. There would be no point in trying to blackmail you with that photo, these aren't the 1950's. No 


one cares about a blow job, especially because you can't really see anything in the picture.” 


"I told you, Bruce, | don't want my kids to know about this. | don't want them to know about me being drugged 
and robbed and | sure as fuck don't want them to know about this!" 


| was getting agitated and Bruce relented. "All right, | can understand that, | guess." His tone of voice told me 
he didn't understand it, not fully, but he was trying to reassure me and | appreciated it. He was also trying to 
distract me, he was lying next to me wearing nothing but a towel around his waist, still warm and damp from 
his shower, and he started nuzzling my neck again. "C'mon, you haven't had your shower yet. | think | should 
hop back in there with you and make sure you are thoroughly clean" he emphasized that with a long lick up 
my neck that reminded me of how we had been teasing one another in the car and | turned to him, capturing 


him in a kiss. 

"That sounds like a very good ideal" | grinned, jumping up and taking his hand, pulling him up and into the 
bathroom with me. He was laughing at my eagerness but once we got in there he stood watching with an 
unreadable look as | turned on and adjusted the water. "What?" | asked. His expression had changed from 
amorous to a bit distracted. 

He gave a little shrug. "I was just wondering about the girl in the photo. How can you not remember that?!" 
| shook my head with a sigh. "| don't know; | just don't remember anything at all." 

"It looked like you were having a pretty good time!" 

| looked at him sharply. He was jealous! | almost wanted to laugh. How could he be jealous of something | 


couldn't even remember? "I have no idea if | was or not! Most likely | wasn't even conscious of what was 


happening." 


"It makes me wonder if that's ever happened to you before." He was still looking at me almost speculatively. 


"Bruce," | sighed, "will you get off of it? No, it's never happened before because I've never been given GHB 
before! Now, are you going to get in or not, because Id like to take my shower!" He relented then and climbed 
in behind me. Soon all thoughts of photos were erased from both our minds and the only blow job that 
mattered was the one | was giving Bruce right there in the shower. It was incredible, sex between us is always 
incredible, and when we left the shower we fell into bed and Bruce took his turn at going down on me. For a 
blissful time, | completely forgot about the perplexing photo, but later, with Bruce snoring softly beside me, 
my thoughts turned back to it and | lay awake until dawn was lightening the sky trying to trigger my memory 


of those lost hours, but to no avail. 


Chapter Two 


Author's Notes: 
All events here are total fiction and | make no claims whatsoever concerning any of the idividuals mentioned. 


CHAPTER TWO 


The following day was busy, we had a show in the Netherlands that night and it was a whirlwind to get to 
Arnhem and go through the usual preparations. | was glad to be busy though, and as always when I'm 
performing it erased everything else from my mind. Well, almost everything. Bruce in those damned black 
leather pants made it impossible not to anticipate the inevitable after-show encounter. The people in the 
distant nosebleed seats had to have been able to see Bruce's attributes in those pants and heaven knows | 


could see everything. 


The show was exhilarating and | left the stage in my usual adrenaline high, feeling so pumped with energy | felt 
like | would never come down. My heart was pounding and my head was buzzing, | downed the bottle of water 
my tech thrust in my hand and returned his quick hug, then made my way to the waiting cars. Bruce was 
lagging behind, always in the center of everything, and | waited in the car in growing anticipation. When he 
finally got in | grabbed him and planted a huge kiss on his lips, not giving a damn that he driver could see. 


He broke away laughing and raked his sweat-drenched hair back, grinning at me. He knows how | am after a 
show and | felt his hand slide up my leg under the robe, trailing teasingly across my skin-tight jeans and 
stopping just short of my groin | was feeling breathless but it wasn't from the excitement of the show now, it 
was from excitement over Bruce. One would think that after so many years of sleeping together through so 
many tours we would lose some of the passion but though it was different from what it was like when we 
were twenty, iT was as strong as ever and the urgency was aa strong as ever, perhaps even stronger 


because we both knew how good it was going to be. 


It was a rather long drive to the hotel, traffic was terrible, there was construction blocking some of the city 
streets making it necessary for us to take a detour. There was no way Bruce and | were going to keep our 
hands off one another that long. We hadn't gone five blocks before | was grasping him through the thin, supple 
leather of his pants, rubbing and squeezing. The driver seemed oblivious to us so we were necking heavily. By 
the time we did arrive at the hotel it was one of those occasions where Bruce had to keep his robe wrapped 
tightly around himself to hide a rampant erection My pants were skin tight as well but didn't cling to me the 
way his did so even though | was hard by now as well it wouldn't be as obvious. Nevertheless, | kept my robe 
around me as we made our way across the lobby. | saw Rod chatting with Andy and some other members of 
the road crew and | almost cringed, afraid he was going to call me over for another bit of bad news but he 
merely gave us a little wave as we passed. Once the elevator door shut Bruce grabbed me so quickly it took 
me off guard, crushing his lips to mine and his hand slid past my stomach to groin. 


"You've been teasing me all night, wriggling that tight little ass of yours across the stage," he growled low in 


my ear, "and now you're going to pay!" 


| hadn't been deliberately teasing him and he knew it but | was game to pay along, "I am? How am | going to 
pay, may | ask?" | grinned teasingly at him. 


He leaned back against the wall and folded his arms. "I can think of a few ways! | happened to notice that this 
hotel has four poster beds. Just right for tying a person up spread-eagle, | think!" 


| felt a little jolt go through me straight to my groin. This was a game we didn't play often but | could see 
Bruce was in that kind of mood tonight. He saw the look l'm sure was all too obvious in my expression and he 


smiled. 
"I thought you'd like that! Hardly a punishment if you seem to like it so much!" 


| looked down in an attempt to hide the excitement in my eyes, Bruce always told me | have very expressive 
eyes, but | wasn't fooling him. He grabbed me by the wrist as we exited the lift, pulling me along to his room 
and practically threw me across the bed. | had time to notice that he was right about the bed having tall 
bedposts at each corner before he was on top of me, being just rough enough to stay in the theme of things 
without hurting me as he rid me of my clothes. There were times when | loved being dominated by him and he 
knew it, he seemed to sense when | was in that frame of mind even when | wasn't conscious of it myself. 
Using a belt, a scarf, and two straps from his luggage he soon had me loosely but securely tied across the 
bed and was just starting to tease me by running his hands very lightly up the inside of my thighs when a 
sudden knock sounded at the door, making us both jump. We exchanged a look. No one ever came to our rooms 


after a show. 


"Who is it?" Bruce called out. To our surprise, though, there was no answer. We waited for a good minute, then 


Bruce reluctantly climbed off me and crossed the room, peeping through the spyhole in the door. 

"Well?" | asked when he stayed there looking for several seconds without speaking. 

"Just a minute." he muttered and unlocked the door, opening it a crack. 

"Bruce!" | cried out in protest. | was stark naked tied out on the bed and he was opening the damned door! 


He only opened it a few inches though and stooped to pick something up, then closed and locked it again. Lying 
flat as | was | couldn't see what he had picked up. 


"Bruce, damn it..." | began. Then he returned to the bed and, rather to my disappointment, he untied my hands. 
| sat up, looking at what he held almost gingerly in his hands. 


It was a rose, so dark a maroon it was almost black. 


"Where the hell did that come from?" 


He shook his head, still looking at it. "It was lying in front of the door. | could see something was there but | 
couldn't tell what it was until | opened the door." 


"How could it have gotten there?" One of our security guys was always on duty in the lobby, usually just to 
ensure that no fans sneaked in and also to reinforce the hotel security staff. 


"| don't know but l'm going to find out!" He was already punching up Peter's number on his phone. | only heard 
his half of the conversation but when he hung up Bruce looked unsettled. When he didn't say anything for a 


moment | nudged his arm. 
“Bruce? What is it?" 


‘Our guy downstairs is just a kid, this is the first time he's worked for us, but Peter questioned him and he 
swears that no one came upstairs except hotel staff and other guests and there were only a few of those, 


given how late it is." 


"Well the damned rose didn't grow there!" | was a little uneasy myself, it seemed very odd. In the early days of 
the band | knew that it had been quite common for groupies and over-enthusiastic fans to constantly try to 
get to the band members but it's been years since we've been troubled by either. Groupies knew by now that 
we no longer availed ourselves of their services and even in the more unrestrained countries in South America 
the fans were generally respectful of the band's privacy. | felt a twinge of concern for Bruce. Since this was 
found in front of his door it was natural to assume it had been meant for him. With a decisive move he 
tossed the rose to the nightstand where it slid onto the floor, then turned back to me. "Well, no matter. 


Whoever left it is gone now and we can get back to what we were doing!" 


He reached for the belt he had loosened from my wrist but | stopped him. "Bruce, if it's okay, I'd rather not 
be tied up just now." 


"Why not? You were just getting into it!" he grinned. 

"| know, but... well, | don't feel like being helpless right now." 

My eyes strayed to the door and | could tell he understood where | was coming from. "All right, then, what if 
we do this," He leaned in to kiss me then brought his lips up close to my ear. "what if you just hold very, very 


still and let me do anything | want with you? If you move, I'll stop immediately!" 


His warm breath against my skin and the low, sexy tone he was using brought my erection back almost 


instantly. "Do you think you're so good | won't be able to hold still?" | teased, 


He chuckled, his hand sliding up my bare leg to just under my balls. "Yes, that's exactly what | think!" 


A half hour later it was obvious he was right. | held out as long as | possibly could until he started teasing me 
unmercifully by dipping his head down to touch his tongue to my erection for just the slightest touch then 
darting away only to come back time and time again, always hitting dead on the most sensitive area right 


under the head, until at last | nearly screamed in frustration. 


"All right, all right! | give, Brucie, | give, | can't take it anymorel! For God's sake, just fuck me already!" | had to 
move then, | reached down and grabbed fistfuls of his hair to hold him to me. 


He was still chuckling as he took me into his warm, moist mouth, using his tongue with an expertise born of 
decades of knowing exactly what | like. | was mere seconds away from what | knew would be an explosive 
orgasm when he let me go only to move up and kiss me as he entered my body. He never liked to admit it and 
he did his best not to show it, but knowing him as well as | do | could tell he was every bit as worked up as | 
was. | could feel his body fairly humming with excitement, | could feel his heart pounding and hear his 
breathing quicken as he took me straight to the top. We climaxed almost simultaneously, completely in sync as 
we often do, and | clutched at Bruce tightly as we rode it out. | closed my eyes in the heat of the moment and 
when | opened them again | was looking straight into Bruce's warm brown eyes from mere inches away, 


reflecting the bond we shared. He leaned to kiss me softly. 
‘| love you, Jan" he said softly. He doesn't say it often, but he doesn't need to. He knows | know it. 


"Love you too, Brucie." | smiled up at him. We fell asleep in the afterglow, the strange rose completely 


forgotten for the moment 


The next morning, | got out of bed completely naked and half asleep and was heading to the bathroom to 
answer the call of a full bladder when my bare foot stepped on the rose where it lay on the floor by the 
nightstand. | let out a yelp that made Bruce sit bolt upright in bed. | sat back down on the bed cursing a 
steady stream under my breath, checking the sole of my foot for embedded thorns while Bruce put two and 
two together and had the audacity to burst out laughing. 


"IFs not funny!" | grumbled, "That fucking thing is cursed!" 


Bruce looked at me oddly for a second as though he was trying to decide if | was serious, then he reached 
down, picked up the rose, and tossed it in the trash. 


"No more rose! Now go and take a piss before | decide to use that morning wood | see for something else!" he 


grinned, glancing pointedly at my nudity. 
Still favoring my foot, | did as he suggested then climbed back in bed with him. "Are you going home over our 
break?" | asked Bruce, who was busy checking his email on his phone. It was only Monday and our next concert 


was on Thursday in Paris. He put the phone down and turned to me. 


"I have to, I'm afraid. The new manager at the airline is really struggling with the workload. I've been having to 


coach him long distance but | need to see him in person. He might have to be replaced. Then | have a meeting 
at my publishers on Thursday." The mere mention of Cardiff Air or any of Bruce's other business interests 
caused my brain to glaze over with boredom. 


‘lm going to Paris early." | told him. "They have an exhibit at the Louvre | was thinking of seeing and there's 


an art festival going on too. I'd like to look for some new sculptures for the garden" 


Bruce looked at me in silence for a minute. "So you'll be wandering around Paris alone for three days until the 


security staff get there. I'm not sure | like that, Jan" 


| was just waiting for him to say something like that and | didn't want to fight with him about it, but I'll be 
damned if | was going to hide out in hotel rooms for the rest of the tour, afraid to go anyplace. I'd been 
feeling stifled and restless for the past couple of weeks and | was becoming resentful of having to tell someone 


where I'm going every time | leave the hotel. I'm sixty-one years old, not six! 


"Bruce, I'll be in Paris and the only trouble I've ever run into was in Germany. You know I'm not going to take 


any chances; l'm not going to leave my drink unattended or get into a car with strangers again!" 


He still looked doubtful but after a moment he sighed and smiled. "I know, | know. And | know I'm acting like a 
mother hen. Tell you what - I'll try to get to Paris a day before everyone else arrives and we can have some 


alone time, all right?" 


| scooted next to him and pulled him close, kissing him just below his ear. "I think that sounds like a fantastic 


ideal" 


Chapter Three 


Author's Notes: 
Complete fiction | make no claims whatsoever to any person, entity, or group named in this story 


| felt guilty for it, but my first thought upon arriving in Paris that evening was ‘I'm freel'. Bruce expected to 
arrive sometime on Wednesday but that left me almost two days to roam about and explore. I've been to 
Paris more times than | can count but | never tire of it. The architecture, the history, the art and the 
museums seem endless and | doubt | will ever see them all, not to mention the countless open-air markets and 
all the little festivals that seemed to spring up out of thin air. And the pubs! | knew of over a dozen good Irish 


pubs and nearly as many non-lrish ones as well as cafes and restaurants. | scarcely knew where to begin 


| took a room in the same hotel the where band would be staying once they arrived and immediately ventured 
out to take some photos in the golden late afternoon light. In winter Paris is a dreary, wet, dismal place but it 
is beautiful in the summer and | wandered freely, photographing whatever took my fancy until it grew dark, 
then | sought out some of my favorite haunts. Corcoran's is one of my favorites and | stayed there for 
several pints, then went on to The Galway Pub. I'd had a quick bite of supper at a café earlier so | could relax 
without fear of getting too inebriated to fully enjoy myself. | was recognized nearly a dozen times in spite of 
hiding my hair under a knit beanie but | discouraged the fans from buying me drinks; all too often they could 
not afford it and | certainly can. Though | trust the fans | kept my word to Bruce and never once let my drink 
out of my sight. 


It was well after2:00 AM. when | started walking back to the hotel, though the city was as bustling as ever. | 
knew some shortcuts from my earlier visits to the city and since it had grown quite cool and | hadn't thought 
to take a jacket | wanted to get back to the hotel as quickly as possible. | knew Bruce would give me an earful 
if he found out but | took a shortcut that led through several narrow lanes and alleys. Walking along with my 
head down and my hands in my pockets it was several minutes before | became aware that there were 
footsteps behind me. This wasn't especially alarming, even these byways weren't deserted, but there was 
something about the slow, firm footsteps that started to wear on my nerves after a while. Thinking that if | 
got robbed again | would never hear the end of it | stopped and turned, scanning the narrow street behind me. 
A group of three young men had just passed me and were heading away from me but other than that | didn't 


see a soul. 


Mentally shrugging, | continued on but a few minutes later | heard the same footsteps. | could tell they were 
the same, there was a measured, deliberate quality to them and this time when | turned | did it suddenly, 
hoping to catch a glimpse. A group of people emerged from the back door of an Indian restaurant to my right 
but otherwise there was no one in sight. | shook my head, thinking maybe I'd had one too many beers than was 
good for me, and continued back to the hotel. A minute later | came out onto the main thoroughfare just up 


the block from the hotel and could hear no more footsteps. 


In spite of having been out rather late | was up early the next morning and spent a blissful day walking miles 
through the center of the city. There's always something new to see here, always something interesting. And 
always fans, but | didn't mind and only a few recognized me this time. My wanderings took me to a different 
part of town this time and by chance | passed near the hotel where the band stayed during the recording of 
Brave New World. | couldn't stop myself from smiling at the memories of that time. It was like a second 
honeymoon for Bruce and me. While we'd managed to get together during his absence from Maiden those times 
were few and far between, but when he returned we were together constantly and we learned that not only 
had our passion for one another grown even stronger, it was intensified by a deeper, more mature bond 
between us. We were both in our forties by then and no longer afraid to show more of the emotion and 


tenderness we had always felt but kept hidden. 


| found myself across the Seine at dusk and after taking a number of photographs in the fading light | located 
an area of bars, though not Irish bars this time, and spent the next few hours checking them out. | was 
approached by only a few fans so | was able to kick back and enjoy the atmosphere, though perhaps | did have 
more beer than | should have. | had a long walk back to the hotel and my head was clear by the time | got 
there; it was close to 4:00 by then because I'd avoided the back streets this time. It wasn't especially because 
| felt I'd been followed the night before, | had more or less convinced myself that it had just been a 
combination of echoes and my imagination, but | did realize this was a large city and it could be very 


dangerous to be caught alone in an isolated place. 


The staff at the hotel desk looked up and greeted me as | passed and | felt weariness overtake me as | rode 
the elevator up to my eighth-floor room. | was digging my key out when | approached my door and didn't look 
up until | was right in front of it, but when | did look up | did a double take. | checked the number on my key 
with the number on the door to confirm it was my room, which it was, but what the fuck! There was a large 


heart shape crudely drawn in black on my door! 


| would be lying if | said | didn't get a cold chill up my spine. | looked right and left but the hallway was 
deserted, then | stepped closer. The shape had been drawn with something like black lipstick and it was over 
two feet in diameter, even being smeared on the latch a bit. For some reason | was reluctant to touch it and | 
unlocked the door quickly, flipping on the light and examining the room closely. Nothing had been disturbed and | 
was certain no one except housekeeping had been in there, but what should | do about the heart? My first 
impulse was to phone down and report it to the front desk, but then | remembered the two young women who 
had been manning the desk. If they had seen anything unusual they would have mentioned it as | passed and if | 
reported it now it would only alarm them, and probably for no reason as whoever had done this was 


undoubtedly long gone. There was probably a security guard somewhere on the premises but | was suddenly 


too tired to bother hunting him down. 


| didn't wake up until nearly noon. I'd forgotten to put a Do Not Disturb sign on my door and a housekeeper 
was knocking. | quickly threw on a robe and answered, telling her in my rudimentary French that my room 
didn't need servicing but asking if she would please clean my door. | had to use a combination of gestures and 


vague words to make myself clear but she finally nodded sagely. 


"Ah, petite amie en colère! Je comprends ! “ 

| didn't bother trying to explain that my door hadn't been defaced by an angry girlfriend and that | had no idea 
who had done it. | changed into a tee and jeans and went in search of the hotel detective, finally having to ask 
the concierge to find him. | duly reported the vandalism to him but as | expected, no one had reported any 
suspicious activity the night before and there was really very little he could do as the hallways in this 
particular hotel weren't covered by security cameras, only the common areas were. | did ask him to please ask 


his staff to keep a sharp eye out but | didn't have much confidence that it would do any good. 


| returned to my room trying to tell myself that someone had probably mistaken my room for someone else's 
and the heart hadn't been meant for me but | couldn't shake the feeling that the drawing on my door was 
somehow connected with the black rose we'd found in front of Bruce's door a few nights back. Granted, that 
had been in another city but Arnhem was only a couple of hours away by train. | ordered some breakfast, not 
feeling up to going down to the restaurant. In the back of my mind | was wondering if these strange events 
were somehow connected to my being robbed in Hanover. There had been no unusual events before that and 
there had been the troublesome photo that had been sent to Rod indicating that the robbers hadn't simply 


forgotten about me. 


| was just finishing my breakfast and still deep in thought when my phone rang. It was Bruce telling me he 
would be in Paris in two hours and hoped to be at the hotel in three. He suggested we go to dinner at one of 
the more upscale restaurants and | agreed readily, looking forward to an evening of hanging out with talking 
and enjoying one another's company. | hadn't decided whether to tell Bruce about the hotel room door but by 
the time he arrived I'd made up my mind not to mention it unless something else out of the ordinary happened. 
There wasn't any reason to think it was malicious, after all. Nothing more had been done other than a drawing, 


it could even have been some guest's kid running loose with a box of crayons while his parents slept. 


Bruce arrived mid-afternoon and believe it or not, we do more when we're together than merely fuck. We can 
talk for hours about every subject under the sun and we sat around in my room for a couple of hours then 
went to dinner at a quality restaurant. l'm not a food connoisseur but | appreciate a good meal and Bruce 
chose a place that not only had great food but was exclusive enough that we had no worries about being 
approached by fans. As a result we lingered over our meal and polished off a bottle of expensive wine before 
we ventured out to more commonplace entertainment. We made the rounds of a few pubs before arriving back 


at the hotel just after midnight, going to the room Bruce had just rented. 


Up to this point, other than a kiss of greeting when he arrived, Bruce and | had been behaving as best mates 
more than lovers but as soon as we were in the room Bruce seized me, pinning me to the entryway wall and 


slipping his leg between mine, crushing his lips to mine in a heated, lingering kiss. 
"| specifically requested a room with a Jacuzzi tub," he said into my ear. "| think we should go check it out." 


That sounded like a good idea to me. My heart was already beating noticeably faster, Bruce's nearness and his 
kiss was enough to cause that, and it was only enhanced by my memories of the many encounters in Jacuzzi's 
and hot tubs we 'd had over the years. His was a two-room suite and considerably larger than my room so 


the bathroom was also large and lavish. | sat on a padded bench to remove my shoes and Bruce was turning 


on the water when the cell phone he constantly had in his jeans pocket rang. 


"Ignore it, Brucie." | urged him. | knew from experience that his phone calls could often get lengthy and detailed, 


especially when it concerned one of his business interests, and | was anxious to get him naked in the tub. 


"lll just tell whoever it is to call back later." He assured me, fishing out the phone. Then he froze, a strange 


expression coming across his face as he looked at the screen 
"What is it?" His reaction struck me as odd. 


He stared at the screen a moment longer as the phone continued to ring, then he answered it with a near- 
growl. "Yeah?" He listened for just a second or two, then angrily punched the hang-up button, still looking at 
the screen with a mixture of anger and puzzlement. 


"Bruce, what is it? Is something wrong?" 


He looked shaken, which was very unusual for Bruce, and turned to face me. Rather than replying directly to 


my query he asked "Jan, have you had any more contact from the people who robbed you?" 


"No, of course not" | said automatically. Then it hit me that maybe | had, at that. "At least, | don't think so." | 
went on to tell him then about the heart drawn on my door and as | talked his expression grew darker. 


Without commenting on what I'd told him he picked up the phone again, hitting a speed-dial button. 


"Rod? What did the Hanover police say when you told them about that photo? Uh huh, that's no help. Yeah, 


just now. Give me their number." 

He hung up and punched in another number as | sat there, my mind whirling. | was dying to ask him what the 
fuck was going on but he was speaking on the phone again now, first in German then English. It was obvious 
that he was talking to the policemen we'd spoken with in Hanover but | learned very little from listening to only 
his half of the conversation He talked quietly for a minute or two, gave his number, and told them to keep 


him updated, then hung up, sinking down to sit on the edge of the tub, his face unreadable. 


"Bruce, are you going to tell me what that was all about?" | got up to go over and kneel in front of him, placing 


my hand on his knee. 


He raised his amber brown eyes to mine and | saw genuine concern there. "That call was from your old phone. 


I'm not even sure if it was a man or a woman, they were whispering and trying to disguise their voice." 
"Well, what did they say?" | was getting impatient now. 
He sighed. "All they said was ‘you can't have Janick, he's mine.” 


"What?!" | was incredulous but also a little freaked out. "That isn't possible! The phone company was supposed 


to have cancelled that number, | called and requested it right after Rod was sent that photo!" 


"Anyone with even a little technical knowledge could bypass that. And if they defaced your door, they must 


know exactly where you are. Have you noticed anyone following you since you've been here in Paris?" 


| started to say no then | remembered the footsteps | thought | heard that night. | was almost reluctant to 
tell Bruce about that because it would mean admitting I'd been walking in alleys and backstreets but | 
recounted the experience, ending by saying that | hadn't actually seen anyone. To my relief Bruce didn't 


comment on where I'd been walking, looking preoccupied as he slowly started to undress. 
"Janick, have you ever had a stalker before?" he asked after a moment. 


"Not really. I've had fans follow us to several concerts in a row trying to get backstage to see me and some 


who've bombarded me with fan mail, but nothing like this." 


"Yeah, same with me. This has a threatening feeling to it, especially because it's apparently the same people 
who've already harmed you. Rod said he'll have our security guys in high alert for the rest of this tour." 


| was uncomfortable about having any extra fuss made over this. "Do you really think that's necessary?" 


He shook his head grimly as he lowered himself into the steaming tub. "You didn't hear that voice on the 
phone. If they were trying to worry me they did a damned good job!" 


| finished undressing and followed him into the water. "And that's all they said? That you cant have me 


because Im theirs?" 

He nodded, laying his head back as he hit the button to turn on the jets. "That's all, but it was enough 
| snorted "Well, you can have me and you do have me, Brucie, no matter what anyone says!" 

He raised his head and looked at me with a naughty smile. "Damn right | have you! Come over here 


| obligingly moved over and sat between his outstretched legs in the oversized tub, leaning back against his 

chest. He kissed my neck, moving the wet ends of my hair aside and kissing a trail up to my ear, making me 
arch back against him. In this position | couldn't do much more than press against the growing erection that 
was poking against my lower back but | was fine with that, the hot water jetting over me and Bruce's mouth 


working on me was driving everything else from my mind. 


Sex in a Jacuzzi is highly overrated so as things escalated we moved into the bedroom, scarcely bothering to 
dry off before tumbling into the bed. We were so hot for one another from fooling around in the tub that 
Bruce immediately reached for the lube, but to my surprise he handed it to me. 


"Let's switch up tonight, eh?" he suggested, lying back and pulling me down over him. Every now and then we 
switched roles in bed although we hadn't done it in quite some time, and | nearly moaned out loud in 
anticipation. It gave me a special charge to be able to look down into his eyes as | took possession of his body, 
seeing how his expression changed as | moved and feeling my own passion spiking in response to his. As he 
grew closer to his peak his powerful legs clasped around my waist, his hips moving in perfect sync with mine 
until we reached our orgasm within seconds of one another. If his goal had been to distract us from the 


mysterious calls and events we'd been experiencing, he succeeded. 


Chapter Four 


Author's Notes: 
Total fiction in every respect, with no claims made regarding any of the individuals named in this story 


The band and the rest of our entourage arrived just before noon the next day and Rod, along with Security 
Director Peter and a couple of the other guys connected with security, came to Bruce's room straight away 
to ask for details about the call from the night before. Unfortunately, there wasn't much Bruce could say. The 
call had lasted only a few seconds, the voice had been disguised, and while there was an undertone of threat to 
it nothing specifically threatening had been said. 


| was present, of course. Bruce and | had just finished a room service brunch and these guys were all aware 
to some degree that Bruce and | frequently shared a room, its sort of an unspoken recognition amid our 
senior staff. | almost wished | hadn't been there, though, when Bruce turned to me. 


"You'd best tell them about the heart, Jan" 


| didn't want to make more of it than what it was which, | was still half convinced, was probably just some 


random vandalism, but | recounted the story anyway. 

"But that's all?" Peter pressed me. "Nothing else out of the ordinary happened?" 

Bruce looked at me pointedly and | sighed, going on to tell about the feeling of having been followed. Naturally 
both Rod and Peter chastised me for not staying on the main thoroughfares, but again there was nothing 
specific | could tell about the incident. They left us soon after that, extracting a promise from me that | would 


let them know if anything else happened, even something | thought was trivial. 


| hope they don't take this to extremes." | commented after they left. "I don't want them telling me | can't 
leave their sight!" 


"Why not? | don't want you to leave my sight!" Bruce said reasonably, 
| looked at him sideways. "You know I'll go out anyway, though." 


"Yeah, | know. We've been through all that, Jan. | don't like it but | know there's no use in trying to tie you 


down" 
| smiled at him. "No, but | won't mind if you tie me up!" 


He had to laugh "And maybe | will, at that!" 


The show that night was spectacular. For two hours | thought of nothing except the music and, yes, of Bruce's 
black leather trousers. Whenever he put those pants on at least a part of my mind was constantly aware of 
them and anytime he turned in my direction my eye was drawn to his crotch like a magnet as was, | suspect, 
most everyone else's. He loves performing in France, always addressing the crowd almost entirely in French and 
his energy level that night was through the roof. Almost as soon as we left the stage he grabbed me in a 
convulsive hug, not caring who was around, then bounced off to grab his robe and a bottle of water. Our 
vehicles were in a parking garage attached to the arena by a covered walkway and, as had become our habit, 
Bruce and | rode together. He was holding my hand and checking his phone with the other hand as we exited 
the garage, then the car veered sharply, throwing him against me. Looking out | had only a quick glimpse of a 


figure dressed in black darting down the sidewalk and around a corner. 

"What the fuck was that?l" Bruce demanded. 

The driver only spoke French so he had to repeat the question in that language and my French isn't good 
enough for me to understand his reply. | did see, however, how Bruce's expression darkened. The driver was 
now speaking rapidly into his Bluetooth. 

"What did he say?" 

Bruce seemed almost reluctant to answer me. "Someone ran out in front of the car." 

Instead on driving on, the driver now got out of the car and was looking around the pavement. 

"What's he doing now?" 

"He said the person threw something at the car before they ran away." 

The driver returned with something in his hand speaking rapidly into the earpiece and Bruce asked him 
something, his tone rather sharp. For a response, the man held out his hand. In it he held a rather crushed 
black rose identical to the one that had been in front of Bruce's door in Holland. | looked closer. A scrap of 


paper was taped securely around the long stem. 


Bruce spoke again, obviously asking to see the paper, but the driver replied and put the flower carefully on the 
dashboard. Bruce sat back in the seat in frustration. 


"He notified Peter immediately and Peter told him not to touch the note, he wants to examine it himself when 


we get to the hotel." 
"What, does he think there are fingerprints on it?" | scoffed. That seemed rather overly dramatic to me. 


"| don't know but we're almost there now, we'll soon find out." 


A few minutes later we were gathered in one of the hotel's small conference rooms with Rod, Peter, and his 
security assistant. Surprisingly, Steve was also there, still dressed in his sweat-soaked West Ham shirt and 
cargo shorts. We three still had our terrycloth robes wrapped around us but all thoughts of a shower and a 


drink were forgotten once we saw how seriously the security staff was taking this seemingly small incident. 


Peter carefully slit the tape and unrolled the small sheet of paper, then scowled as he read it. Wordlessly he 


passed it over to Bruce and |. 
‘Janick, you and | will be together forever’, it read, printed in Iron Maiden font on a plain piece of notepaper. 


Bruce was instantly furious. "All right, | want something done about this! Why the fuck has this been allowed 
to go on? Why wasn't the entrance to the garage guarded?" 


"Bruce, be reasonable," Peter attempted to calm him. "Its simply impossible to have every place guarded, and 


we were all safe in vehicles when we left the garage." 


"Not safe enough!" Bruce was reacting with his usual volatility, pacing the room. "If the car had hit that person 
we would have had to stop. Anything could have happened then and you know it! Someone could have gotten in 


the car and harmed or taken Jan!" 


Steve spoke up then in his quiet authoritative way. "Whoever is doing this doesn't seem to want to harm Jan, 
they just seem to be obsessed with him." 


"We don't know what they want!" Bruce argued, always ready to dispute Harry's opinion "They've already 
harmed him! They drugged him, robbed him, and left him by the highway!" We all accepted by now that these 


were the same people from Hanover. 


"If only you could remember something about those people, Jan" Rod said to me. “Anything, a description, a 


name you overheard, the kind of vehicle they had. Anything." 


| was feeling the familiar pressure to recall some of that day and | passed my hand through my sweat 
dampened hair. "I know, but | can't! It's all a complete blank to me!" | sat down at the table and put my head in 
my hands. My nerves were starting to feel the strain of the past few weeks and | was getting a headache, my 


post-show euphoria completely gone. 


"Don't badger him!" Bruce came to my defense. "The more you try to make him remember the harder it will 


be for him." 


"No, Rod's right." | sighed. "| have to remember if we're ever going to catch these people. | agree with Steve, 


though. | don't think they mean me any harm." 


"Still," Peter was completely in his professional mien now, almost a different person from the man | joked 


around with and teased from the stage. "this hotel has a fine restaurant and two pubs, and with the hotel 


security staff working along with us you'll be perfectly safe if you stay close while we're here in Paris. " 
All five men were looking at me so | reluctantly agreed not to leave the hotel. What else could | do? 


| was quiet as Bruce and | returned to his room and | could see Bruce was still fuming. | understood him well 

enough to know that it was his way of coping with feeling powerless in the situation Bruce is a go-getter, he's 
used to taking charge and having things done his way. This was completely out of his control and he didn't like 
it one bit. Once we were up in Bruce's room | started to head for the bathroom to take my shower but Bruce 


stopped me by taking my hand. 
"Jan?" His tone of voice was quiet. When | turned to him, he continued "how are you dealing with all of this?" 
| kind of shrugged. "I'm all right, | guess. I'm trying not to think about it" 


He nodded, stepping closer to me and putting his hand to my face. "Sometimes it pisses me off that you're so 
fucking fearless, but one of the things | love about you if that you believe the best of everyone. Nothing gets 
you down" He pressed a soft kiss to my lips. "Just be careful, okay? Do what Peter say and don't leave the 
hotel. Please?" 


Bruce seldom said please in that way and it touched me. | returned the kiss. "I promise.’ 


Bruce's gentle, loving mood continued through the night and that, too, was rare. He insisted on washing me in 
the shower and, surprisingly, it wasn't overtly sexual. | had a number of candles in my luggage left over from 
our romantic interlude in Florence a couple weeks ago and after the shower Bruce lit them around the room so 
that we made love in candlelight. It enhanced the tender, emotional mood and it was remarkably sensual. Bruce's 
warm brown eyes shone in the flickering lights as he looked down at me and his iron gray hair looked as rich 


and brown in the dim light as it had the first right we slept together forty years ago. 


Later, lying close, | felt him reach up and brush across my cheek with the back of his finger. He told me once 
that | would sometimes shed tears when the emotions of our coupling overwhelmed me but | never realized | 
was doing it and | didn't realize it this time. He leaned over to kiss my moist face and we fell asleep, my head 


on his shoulder. 


Dawn light was just brightening the sky when | was awakened by an urgent need to pee. After relieving myself 
| crossed to the window, still nude because we were on the tenth floor. Opposite of our window was the roof 
of another wing of the hotel with its maze of heating units and vent pipes but | barely glanced at it, looking to 
the sky and wondering if it was going to be another nice day. Then a movement on the rooftop across the way 
caught my eye and my heart jumped involuntarily. Someone was over there, standing partially behind a tall pipe 
or chimney of some kind. They were fairly close in spite of the gap between the buildings and | jumped back 
from the window, very conscious that | was naked. | watched from the side of the window and | was aware 
that my heart was pounding, I'd been quite startled. At first | assumed it was some sort of building 
maintenance man in spite of the early hour, perhaps fixing something that had broken down in the night, but 
the figure wasn't working on anything. They were just standing there. In the dim light | couldn't see any of the 


features or tell if it was a man or a woman but they were staring straight at our window. 


| reached out to shake Bruce awake, then hesitated. Knowing him, he would open the window and confront this 
person, maybe even throw on some clothes and try to get to the roof to apprehend them. That wouldn't 
accomplish anything and | doubted he would even be able to access the roof, though obviously someone had 
figured out how to get up there. Instead | quietly picked up my phone and sent a message to our security 
number. Peter wouldn't be awake but someone would be. In the text | specifically told them not to come to my 
room, just to try to determine if the person out there was part of the hotel staff. 

| watched the strange figure for quite a while, they stayed in the same area and continued to stare at our 
window. After about half an hour | saw them jump a bit as though startled and run off. A couple minutes 
later | saw two men with torches searching the roof, obviously security guards. | was curious as to whether 
they found anything but after thinking about it | decided not to text and ask, | would find out later. | laid back 
down and Bruce muttered a little in his sleep, turning to throw an arm across me. | snuggled closer to him but 


only slept fitfully until we got up for the day around noon 


| knew | had to tell Bruce about the figure on the roof but first | wanted to find out if anything had been 
discovered about them so | waited until Bruce went into the bathroom before | went into the living room area 
of the suite and quietly called Peter. 

"Hey, Jan, | was hoping you would call as soon as you were up," he greeted me. "What can you tell me about 


this person on the roof?" 


| related everything I'd noticed about the person, which wasn't much, ending by asking if he had found out 
anything. 


"We notified the hotel security immediately and they sent some of their men up there. They could tell 
someone had been standing across from your window, the roof was wet with dew and there were footprints 
there. One of them thought they heard somebody running when they first came out onto the roof but they 
didn't find anyone. They did find out the lock on one of the doors to the roof was broken, though, apparently 
by this person" 


"Shit!" | sat down on the sofa | had still been hoping that there was a reasonable explanation for someone being 


out there. 


"Its hotel policy to notify the police of something like this but we won't involve you. We'll just say someone in 


our group saw something out there and reported it." 


"| appreciate that. Peter... what do you think is going on?" | knew he had a great deal of experience in security 


even before coming to work for Maiden, and he's been with us for many years. 


| heard him sigh. "In my opinion, you have a stalker, Jan As to whether it's a dangerous one, who can say? We 
have to assume there's some danger, though, considering it seems to be related to your experience in 


Hanover." 


| was preoccupied and so deep in thought that when Bruce sat down next to me | was only dimly aware of it. | 


knew | may as well get it over with so | told him about seeing the person on the roof and what Peter said. 
As | expected, Bruce was indignant. "Why didn't you wake me up?!" 
"If | had, what would have done?" 


"I'd have gone out there and grabbed the fucker, that's what I'd have done!" 


"Uh-huh, and how would you have done that? By the time you'd found a way up there they would have been 


long gone." 
He thought for a moment. "I could have jumped over from our window: 


"That's just what | was afraid you would dol" | told him. "There's a big difference in jumping over a monitor on 


stage and jumping a |2-foot gap ten stories in the air, Bruce!" 
"| can jump that far!" 


"Maybe you can, maybe you can't, but I'm not going to let you try! Let the professionals deal with it. If you 
caught them you would only have beat the fuck out of them anyway. 


"Damned right | would have!" 
"You've answered your own question then, haven't you? That is exactly why | didn't wake you up!" 


He compressed his lips, "All right, fine then. Are you going to at least tell what, if anything, the local police can 
do about this?" 


| smiled, understanding his frustration, and | put my arms around him, pulling him to me. "Of course | will, 


Brucie. Peter wants to talk to me some more so let's go down for breakfast and find out what he has to say." 


It turned out Peter wanted to go over everything that had happened so far with us, as he would be acting as 
liaison with the local police to keep us from being directly involved. | had to let him see the photo of the 
unknown girl giving me the blow job, which was embarrassing even though one couldn't see any details. He 
assured me he would only show it to the authorities if he felt it was absolutely necessary, as the Hanover 
police already had the details from it and it was their case. He pressed me to remember any detail about the 
person on the roof, even their height in relation to the chimney they were standing next to, and | told him 
what | could though at the time I'd been somewhat shaken and hadn't noticed anything specific. 


The rest of the day was devoted to preparations for the concert that night. At least one of our security men 


hovered especially close to me, which was unnerving and a bit annoying. As we left the parking garage after 


the show this time | saw that there was a guard at the entrance and no one else around. | wasn't aware that | 
was acting any differently but | caught Bruce giving me sidelong glances on the ride back to the hotel as we 
waited for the elevator. We were alone in the lift so as soon as the door closed | turned to him. 

"What?!" Even to my own ears | sounded irritated. 

He gave me a surprised look. "What what?" 

"You're staring at me. Everyone is staring at me and it's getting on my nerves." 


"You're imagining it, mate. No one is staring at you." 


"You didn't notice the security blokes shadowing me all night?! There were more of them than usual at my side 
of the stage during the show and there was one behind me constantly all afternoon!" 


"Well, what do you expect?" he shrugged. 


| expect people not to treat me like I'm Queen fucking Elizabeth, for Christ sakes! I'm tired of it! When we get 
to Milan we have two days before the show and you might as well know right now that I'm going out like | 


normally do." 


He scowled at me as we left the elevator and headed for my room. "Are you mad?! That would be the 


stupidest thing you could possibly do!" 


| unlocked the door. "Bruce, whoever is doing all of this can't follow us all across Europe and | don't think they 
mean me any harm anyway. I'm not sitting around in the fucking hotel for two days when there's a whole city 


to see!" 


"You've been to Milan a dozen times. Maybe you should go home for the next two days. Get away from all 


this." 


| had no desire to go home, especially since my wife and kids were still on an extended holiday in Bermuda. 
"That would be ridiculous, Bruce. | don't have a thousand things going on at home like you do." 


By unspoken agreement we headed to the bathroom for our shower, and | braced myself for Bruce to argue 


with me. 


‘lm not going back this time." he announced. "If you're so bloody determined to traipse all over Milan, I'm going 


with you.” 


| groaned in aggravation. "Damn it, Bruce, you know | don't want you to do that!" He knew perfectly well that | 


liked to roam around alone, completely unhindered by a companion. 


His jaw was set in stubborn lines. "Maybe | want to see Milan too; did you ever consider that?" 
| couldn't help but smile. "You've been there a dozen times." | threw his own words back at him. 

"Ah, but | never wander around the city! 

"And you'll get recognized if you do!" | pointed out 

"So what? You get recognized all the time.” 

"| don't mind it, though, and | know you don't have the patience for it! 

He knew it was true. He loves the fans as much as any of us but he's of too restless a nature to stand and 
chat with them and pose for photos the way | do. We were stripped nude now and he reached in to turn the 


shower on, then turned to me, putting his hands on my shoulders. 


"Jan, whatever you want to see or do in Milan, I'll go with you, and I'll disguise myself the way you do, with a 
hat and sunglasses. All right? Don't fight me on this." 


| didn't like it, and not least because | knew he actually did have things in England he should be attending to 
over the next two days, but | gave in. One of his hands slid down my bare back and he cupped my arse, 
squeezing slightly, then he stepped in and kissed me. | didn't mention Milan again and within a few minutes | 
wasn't even thinking about it, | was conscious only of Bruce's warm, talented mouth on me as the hot water 
cascaded over us. He brought me to a shuddering orgasm there in the shower and before we fell asleep | 


returned the favor for him. 


| kept the drapes closely drawn that night. 


Chapter Five 


Author's Notes: 
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We all tended to make our way to our next concert separately when there were a few days between, but 
Bruce and | flew on to Milan the next afternoon, I'll give him credit, Bruce didn't complain when | announced my 
intention of going out immediately to try to get some good photographs of the Duomo. Knowing him so well, 
though, | could practically read his mind and | knew he was thinking to himself that | must have hundreds of 
photos of that same location already. | do, but what he wouldn't be able to understand is that | had none with 
the sun at this angle, or the sky this shade of blue, or the dozen other subtle things that are only truly 


appreciated through a lens. 


We dressed similarly for the excursion by tucking our hair under knit hats and wearing sunglasses and 
nondescript clothes. Bruce was no doubt bored within the first hour but | didn't let it detract from my 
enjoyment, in fact | felt it was a fitting payback for the boring aviation-related things I'd accompanied him to 
through the years. After leaving the Duomo we went to the Piazza dei mercanti where there was always 
something interesting happening. It was crowded, as it always is, but it is much easier to blend into a crowd 
and not be recognized than it is to be anonymous in places where there are fewer people and by dusk | believe 


Bruce was enjoying himself almost as much as | was. 


There were several street markets in the vicinity and Bruce found one selling unique books about WWII planes. | 
was standing several feet away gazing at the historic buildings surrounding us when someone jostled my elbow. 
That wasn't unusual given how many people were about, but | thought | felt a tug on my jacket. My first 
thought was ‘pickpocket’. I'd encountered several over the years which was why | always carried my valuables 
in an inner pocket of my backpack and | never took the backpack from my shoulder. | turned, but it was dusk 
now and the area was lit only by a string of dim yellow bulbs strung over the stall. There were at least a 
dozen people close enough to have just bumped into me. | was ready to dismiss it from my mind when | 


chanced to brush my hand over my pocket and felt something there that hadn't been there before. 
| froze, a quick flash of panic went through me. What the fuck? | gingerly patted the pocket, then looked over 


to Bruce. He was on the far side of the stall now with his back to me, sorting through stacks of heavy old 
hardcover books. | made my way over to him, startling him when | tugged at his sleeve. 


"Letts go back to the hotel now." 
He looked surprised. "Already? | thought you wanted to hit some pubs?" 


"| just want to go to our room." 


He looked at me for a few seconds and must have seen something in my face. "Okay, let's get a cab." 


There were a number of cabs in the area and we grabbed one at random, giving the driver the name of our 


hotel, then Bruce turned to me. "Okay, want to tell me what happened? You look spooked” 
| glanced at the driver. "Wait till we get to the hotel." 


Bruce sighed, impatient as always, but he sat back, fidgeting with the covers of his just-purchased books. A 
half hour later we were in our room and the moment the door was closed Bruce turned to me, folded his 


arms, and glared at me. 
"Okay, Gers. Spill it!" 


| took my jacket off, handling it carefully, and laid it across the bed, pointing at the pocket. "Someone slipped 
something in that pocket, | don't know what. l'm... I'm kind of afraid to look." 


Bruce's face took on a determined look and he reached for the jacket. 
"Be carefull" | cautioned him. 


He knelt on the floor and carefully opened the pocket with two fingers, then he relaxed and pulled out what 
looked like several sheets of plain paper bound with a rubber band. There were five sheets of ordinary printer 
paper and he spread them out on the bed. We both stooped to look at them and | drew in my breath sharply, 
feeling something like a mix of shock, fear, and near revulsion. The sheets of paper were photos printed off an 
ordinary printer. The first three were similar to the one that had been sent to Rod, photos of that same girl 
kneeling in front of me. In two of these the photographer was apparently in the back seat with us and showed 
much more detail, though the woman's face was carefully blacked out with a marker. Everything else was 
visible, though, and | mean everything. But the final two photos were the worst. In these, the photograph was 
again taken from the front seat but | was lying on the back seat and the girl was sitting astride me completely 
naked. | had my tee shirt on but my pants were shoved down and, though the photo wasn't clear due to having 


been printed on a cheap printer, it was fairly obvious she was fucking me. 
‘Oh my God!" | breathed, sitting on the bed and putting my hand to my head. 


Bruce stood still looking at the photos, his face devoid of expression. | slumped in misery, my mind spinning with 
trying to take in all the implications of this, but when Bruce spoke | looked up at him, incredulous. 


"You couldn't have been drugged, Jan" 
"What?! OF course | was! The doctors found it in my blood and | don't remember a damned thing!" 


Bruce wasn't looking at me, he was still looking at the photos and shaking his head slowly. "You look pretty 


awake to me. | don't think you could even get it up if you were as drugged as you say you were. Your hands 


are on her hips, for Christ's sakes!" 


It suddenly dawned on me - he thought | was lying! | stood up slowly, glaring at him. "I don't need this from 
you right now, Bruce!" | was shaking inside with so many different emotions | couldn't sort them all out, but 


outwardly | kept my cool and | strode to the door. 


"Jan!" | heard Bruce shout just before | slammed the door behind me. | was nearly to my own room when he 
came after me, as | knew he would. | turned on him before he could say a word, keeping my voice low because 
we were in the hall, but | was livid. 


"| put up with a lot from you, Bruce, because | love you so much but I'm not going to stand still and let you 


call me a liar!" 


‘lm not saying that, Jan," he was keeping his voice low as well and he tried to take my arm but | jerked away 
from him. 


"Just what are you saying?" | demanded. 
‘|... well, it looked like you knew exactly what was going onl" 


| stared at him in disbelief, and suddenly | almost felt like crying. This was Bruce, my oldest friend, my lover, 
the love of my life, and he didn't believe me! | turned on my heel and inserted the card in my door, but he 


closed his hand over mine. 
"Jan, please let me come in, let me talk to you." 


| gave him a stony look but then | saw the look in his eyes. He looked sorry, but more than that he looked 
afraid. | nodded curtly and he removed his hand, letting me open the door. Once inside | merely stood by the 
window, not looking at him and thinking in a haphazard way that | was glad there was nothing whatsoever 


across from the window here. | felt Bruce come up behind me and | felt him arms close around me from 


behind. 


"Jan, | didn't mean that the way it sounded. | know you don't remember anything that happened to you that 
day and | know you were drugged. It's just that..." His arms tightened around me and his voice grew muffled as 
he pressed his face into my hair, "| didn't want to see pictures of you having sex with someone else! | know I'm 
not the only person you sleep with, | know you're a married man and you've been married a long time, but 
because I'm married too | can deal with that. But | only have sex with you and with my wife and that's the 


way it's been for a long, long time. | don't want to know you were with someone else!" 


| felt my anger deflate and | turned into his arms. "I didn't want to be with anyone else, Bruciel | didn't even 


know | had been! If you don't like seeing those pictures, imagine how / feel!" 


He looked at me, his eyes filled with sympathy. "I'm sorry, Jan. I'm on your side in this, you know that. But you 


know we're going to have to report those photos!" 
| was already shaking my head. "No, no | don't want that! We can't trust anyone with this! 


"Jan, unless we find these people this harassment is going to continue! If someone was close enough to you to 


put something in your pocket, they were too close!" 


As soon as he said that | got a cold chill up my spine and my stomach felt queasy, because he was right and | 
hadn't realized it. All sorts of scenarios went through my mind, each one worse than the last. Someone could 
have slipped drugs in my pocket and | could have been caught with them, getting the whole band in trouble. 
Someone could have stuck me with a hypodermic needle filled with God-knows-what. Someone could have 
grabbed me so quickly no one would have even noticed; they could have even stabbed me. | sank down to the 


bed, it felt like my knees gave out. 


"Hey," Bruce sat next to me, taking my hand, "I didn't mean to freak you out, but you have to understand how 


serious this could be!" 
| took a deep breath. "You're right. | do have to report those photos, but only to Peter!" 


Bruce nodded. "If we can keep your name out of it, we will, but we have to trust the police because you know 


they're going to want to talk to you." 


| just nodded and, still holding my hand, Bruce texted a brief message to Peter outlining what happened. As 
expected, he replied right away asking for a photo of the pictures. Bruce looked at me asking silent permission, 
and | reluctantly nodded. 


"Come on, then. They're back in my room and anyway, | want to keep you with me. Not because | don't think 
you can look after yourself, "he added quickly, "but because | don't think you should sit here all by yourself 


dwelling on this." 


| followed him back to the other room and watched as he took careful photos of each of the incriminating 
pictures but as soon as he was finished | told him to get them out of my sight. He folded them just as they 
had been folded and put them in a side pocket of his laptop bag. | was rather surprised by his next question, 
though. 


"What were you planning to do tomorrow?" 


"| don't have any plans, | was just going to walk around the city and take photos. Guess | can't do that now, 
though," | said sullenly. 


"Well, you probably shouldn't walk around, but we can still do something. Or..." he came over to where | was 


still standing near the bed and wrapped his arms around me, "we can just stay right here!" 


He gave a suggestive smile and | knew exactly what he was thinking. "I think you'd want to have sex if it was 
the Armageddon!" | shook my head, finding it comforting that in spite of everything that was happening, some 


things never change. Bruce is as randy as ever. 
Especially if it was the Armageddon," he grinned. "What a way to go!" 


That night | had a nightmare for the first time since right after I'd been drugged and robbed. | could only 
remember pieces of it but | was walking an old ruin, the kind of place | loved to explore and photograph, but it 
was dark and | kept hearing footsteps and whispers behind me. | woke up with a start, waking Bruce up because 
he'd been sleeping against my back with his arms around me. He kissed my neck and stroked my hair until my 


heartbeat returned to normal but | still clung to him. This whole business was obviously getting to me. 


| didn't sleep well after the nightmare, though Bruce dropped off to sleep again within minutes with his hand 
still on my hair. | was comforted by his other arm around my middle and the warmth of him against my back 
but it didn't quiet my mind. | was glad this was all happening while | was here, on tour with Bruce. | sleep alone 
when I'm at home and right now | need the comfort of someone lying next to me. Over forty years of being in 
the music business, thirty years of being what most people would call a rock star, | had never experienced 
this kind of stalking before. Some of the others had trouble with overzealous fans, | knew, especially Bruce and 
Steve, but they were more in the spotlight so that was to be expected. | was sure that if | hadn't been 
snatched away and robbed in Hanover | would have blissfully went the rest of my career untroubled by this 
sort of thing. 


| could tell Bruce was relieved in the morning when | told him I'd decided not to go out exploring. He would have 
tagged along with me but not only would he not have enjoyed it; it wouldn't have been as enjoyable for me 
knowing he was keeping an eye on me. | was starting to feel that every one was watching me, from those who 
were concerned like Bruce, Rod, or Peter to those with unknown motives like my stalker. | was more 


comfortable just staying in the room. 
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Chapter Six 


In spite of our joking around about staying in to have sex all day we actually spent most of the day lounging 
around, Bruce constantly doing something on either his phone or his laptop while | took the opportunity to sort 
through and upload some of the photos I'd been taking with my new camera to my own computer, which was 
basically the only thing | used it for. The new camera wasn't of the same quality as the one that I'd had stolen 
and | found | had to edit the lighting on some photos. 


| was thinking | would have to buy a better camera as soon as | got home when | something in the photos I'd 
taken in Paris caught my attention. | didn't notice it at first but as | went through them | became aware that 
there was a person in the background of some of them who looked a bit different than the ordinary tourists 
and passersby. It had been unusually warm those two days in Paris, yet this person was wearing a long coat 
and a fedora type hat pulled down low over their eyes. | quickly scrolled back over the other photos and saw 
what appeared to be the same person in several different photos taken at different locations. | tried to enlarge 
the photos but with the mediocre quality of the photos it only made it grainier and | couldn't make out any 


details, the person was always some distance away. 

"Bruce? Can you come here a sec?" 

He looked up from what he was doing. "In a moment, let me finish this." 

While | was waiting | quickly scrolled through the rest of the photos from that day and saw what may possibly 
have been the same person in a few more, but by that time the light had been fading and it was very difficult 
to tell. 

| was still going over the photos, putting them into a separate folder when Bruce flopped down on the bed next 
to where | was sitting with my back against the headboard. He pulled me to him, grazing my cheek with a kiss. 

| need a break anyway. What's up?" 

| pointed at the figure in the clearest photo | had. "Is that a man or a woman?" 


He glanced at it, then took the computer onto his own lap and looked closer. "lim not sure. Why?" 


Wordlessly | scrolled through the pics, pointing out the same person in each of them. After the first few | had 


Bruce's full attention "This was in Paris?" 

| nodded. "Yes, these are from my first day there, before | found the heart painted on my door." 

"| think we may have found your stalker." He was still looking intently through the photos. 

"Fat lot of good it does, though. They're too far away to see any details. And it could be just a coincidence." 
He gave me a look "You don't really believe that, do you?" 

| sighed. "No." | admitted. "But whoever it is, they're smart enough not to get too close.” 

"They were following you all day." Bruce remarked, looking at the different angles of the light in the photos 
showing how much time had passed. "And maybe after it got dark, they got closer. It was almost dark at the 


square last night and they got close to you then. Too close." 


| suddenly felt defeated, lying my head back and closing my eyes. "I'll never be able to go out walking again, l'll 
always feel like that person is right behind me." 


"Fuck that! We'll catch this nut. We should send these photos to both Peter and the police." 


"Go ahead," | gestured at the computer in resignation, "but it won't do any good. There's no way anyone can 


enlarge these photos enough to see anything useful, they just aren't of good enough quality 


"Jan," Bruce put the computer on the nightstand and put his arm around my shoulders, "You sound like you're 
ready to give up. That isn't like you, mate." 


"Maybe it isn't, but what am | supposed to do?!" | shook my head and ran my hand through my hair. "I'll be 
constantly looking over my shoulder from now on. Who knows how far this person is going to go? They could 
follow us back to England, they could harass my family, they could put those photos out in cyberspace... 
Brucie, | don't know what to do!" | was aware that | sounded kind of desperate so | stopped talking, lying my 
head back against the headboard again. 


Bruce's arm was still around me and he stroked his fingers through my hair. "We'll get to the bottom of it, 
love." He brushed another kiss across my face and | smiled. Bruce seldom used endearments like ‘love’ and it 
warmed my heart that he did now. Nothing could have comforted me more at that moment. | opened my eyes 
and turned to face his concerned brown eyes just inches away. 

“Brucie?" 


"Hmmm?" 


"Make love to me." | reached out and touched his face. 


"And you said l'm the one always thinking about sex!" he teased, but | saw his eyes light up. 


| laughed softly but let my fingers creep up his leg. We hadn't done anything the night before other than 
exchange a few kisses and | was feeling kind of cold and alone right then | leaned in to kiss him and as soon as | 
felt him return the pressure | deepened the kiss, fastening my lips hungrily to his, pulling him tighter to me. A 
huge wave of need for him washed over me making me feel weak and breathless and everything else was 
driven from my mind as his tongue probed my mouth. The kiss grew wild and sloppy as our hands sought to 
almost frantically undress one another. Within less than a minute we were naked and stretched out full length 
on the bed, Bruce partially on top of me without breaking the kiss for more than a few seconds. | was 
reluctant to stop kissing him for even that long and a detached part of my mind was aware that there was 
more to this sudden desperate desire than mere sexual need. | was seeking reassurance and comfort and was 
trying to rid myself of the feeling that | truly was the person my stalker thought me to be, a person who 
allowed themselves to be drugged and, apparently, seduced at a moment's notice by people who were complete 
strangers to me. Bruce was my solace, he was a tie to a simpler time in my life when | was a virtually 
unknown guitarist in a moderately successful regional band, when | was young and carefree and my only worry 
was how | was going to make the next payment on my second hand EL34 amps. Bruce is a tie to who | really 
am, he knows me better than anyone so apart from the amazing sexual chemistry that has always existed 
between us there is something even deeper that grounds me. 


| wasn't consciously thinking all this; | was only conscious of Bruce's hands as they roamed over my body. 
There was little of the teasing we usually employed now, this was primal sex and rather than letting his hands 
trail lightly over me as he often did he was gripping my upper arms and kneeing my thighs apart, then going 
straight for where | was already hard for him. It triggered a similar response in me, my fingers were raking 
down his back and digging into his muscular ass and he moved completely over me and took me with very little 
preparation. | welcomed him eagerly though, paying no mind to the sting of entry, meeting his forceful thrusts 
with equal ferocity. We were both filling the room with primitive groans and gasps and the peak, which came 
all too quickly, was mind-blowing. Bruce finished with a low, hoarse cry, driving himself into me and shuddering, 
not moving for a full minute before he fell off me onto the mussed duvet at my side. 


"God, Gers," he gasped after another minute, "where did that come from?!" 

| laughed breathlessly, "Same place it always comes from” 

He rolled to face me, wrapping his arms around me. "You're such a nymphomaniac!" but he said it fondly, his 
hand gently brushing aside my hair as he placed a few small, lazy nibbles on my neck. After a few minutes of 
snuggling, though, | excused myself to go clean up. When | came out of the bathroom | saw Bruce just finishing 


sending the photographs with the unknown person in them to Peter. 


"I told him to forward them on to whoever he felt needed to see them." He told me, closing my laptop again 


and laying it aside, "but | want to try to see this person myself. | think we should go out tonight” 


| was pulling on my clothes but stopped and looked at him in surprise. "You've said a dozen times we shouldn't 


leave the hotel today!" 


| know, but | think if this person is out there they'll be focused on you and | may be able to get closer and 


get a description" 


"All right, if you think we should. I'm started to feel the walls close in on me here anyway." | hadn't spent an 


entire day in a hotel room this way in years. No matter the weather | was usually out wandering around. 


We decided to stay relatively close to the hotel, though, and went to a restaurant I've been to before for 
some dinner. Being out of the confines of the hotel room eased the little knot of tension that I've had in the pit 
of my stomach ever since having those awful pictures sneaked into my pocket the night before, even though | 
knew that | wasn't as safe outside. We both wore the same weak attempts at a disguise as we'd used the 
previous day, just knit hats, sunglasses, and drab clothes, but it seemed to be enough and surprisingly we 


weren't recognized. 


| always feel like | can breathe more freely if I'm out and about. | was able to almost forget about the whole 
mess as we chatted together over dinner then walked to a pub a few blocks away that I've been to before. We 
did get a few second looks as we walked down the crowded sidewalks but no one approached us, even though 
we saw several people wearing Maiden shirts or battle vests in anticipation of the following night's concert. No 
doubt people refused to believe we would be just wandering the streets. | did find myself glancing behind me 
every few minutes as we walked but with so many people about | didn't see anyone suspicious. | knew Bruce 
was keeping a sharp eye out as well, | saw him looking at our reflections in shop windows to determine if there 
was anyone following us but evidently he didn't notice anything either. | could almost convince myself that it 
was just a normal evening out until we got to the pub. But as we turned to enter | happened to glance to my 
left, and my heart jumped. At the end of the block, perhaps a hundred yards away, | saw a person standing by 
the street sign wearing a long black coat, just like the person in my photographs. 


Bruce was ahead of me talking to the hostess and | caught up with him, grabbing his arm. "Bruce, come here, 


look!" 


He gave me a look and followed me back out but the person was gore. | looked carefully but no one in sight 


was wearing a long black coat. 


"Jan, what? What did you see?" Something in my manner must have alarmed Bruce, there was an anxious note 


in his voice and he was scanning the street as well. 

| shook my head. "Nothing, nothing. | must have imagined it" 

"Tell me what you sawl" Bruce demanded. 

Almost reluctantly | told him and we stood there for several minutes looking through the throngs of 


pedestrians for anyone in a long black coat. | knew that the person could be right in front of us and we 


wouldn't have a clue if they had taken off their coat. We finally gave up and went back inside and | quickly 


ordered a beer. My nerves were frayed and | didn't relax until I'd had three beers. We were sitting at a small 
table to the rear and Bruce was facing the door, | knew he'd taken that chair on purpose in order to watch 


everyone who entered whereas | was facing a short hallway that led to the bathrooms. 

"You should let me face the door, Bruce," | argued. 

He shook his head. "No, it will only make you jumpy. Don't worry, I'll tell you if anyone suspicious comes in" 

| gave in and tried to enjoy my beer but not being able to see what was happening behind me made me uneasy 
and | turned in my chair to lean my back against the wall so | could have a good view of the entire room. This 
wasn't an Irish pub, it was just an ordinary neighborhood bar and it wasn't especially crowded so after another 
beer or two | unwound a little and tried to focus on something Bruce was telling me about his upcoming book 
tour. | knew he was trying to distract me and it was starting to work when | became aware of someone 
hovering just inside the hallway to the restrooms. People had been passing out table back and forth regularly 
going back there but this person wasn't moving, they were just standing there in the shadow of the doorway 
not twenty feet from where | sat. 


"Bruce," | interrupted him quietly, not wanting to make it obvious | was looking at this person, "you didn't see 


anyone come in wearing a black coat?" 

"No. | told you I'd let you know if | did" 

"There's someone in a long coat behind you in the hallway.’ 

A group of five or six women passed by just then heading for the restroom. Bruce turned but all we could see 
for a moment were the women. Then they passed and the hallway was empty. | picked up my beer and drained 
it in one gulp. 


"There was someone there." | sounded flat, like | didn't expect anyone to believe me. 


Bruce didn't directly reply but called over a busboy who was clearing a nearby table. The kid didn't speak 
English so Bruce asked him in Italian. "Where does that hallway lead?" 


"To the restrooms, signore." 
"Si, | know, but where else?" 


"A fire escape door to behind the building.” 


Bruce nodded in satisfaction and passed the boy some lira, then turned back to me. "They're gone now. Do you 


want to go back to the hotel?" 


"No, | want another beer!" | was unnerved by seeing the shadowy, vanishing person 


Bruce nodded in understanding and looked around for the server. She was currently busy waiting on a large 
party that had just arrived, however, so Bruce got up, muttering he would go to the bar and get our drinks 
himself. | watched him make his way to the bar then leaned my head back against the wall, closing my eyes 
wearily. After a moment, though, | got the feeling one gets when they're being watched and | snapped my eyes 
open. The figure was in the hallway again, standing further back this time so all | could see was a silhouette. To 
my astonishment, as | looked | saw the person raise their arm and beckon to me. It made a chill go straight up 
my spine and before | could stop myself | got up and started over there. I'd had enough of these mind games. 
When they saw me coming that way, the person stepped backward and vanished around a corner. Without 


hesitation | followed, bracing myself as | rounded the corner because | didn't know what to expect. 

There was no one there, only closed steel fire door. More cautious now, | slowly pushed the door open, looking 
out. there was nothing there but a poorly lit paved area off an alley, obviously a parking area for delivery 
trucks. There wasn't a living soul in sight. In a way this was more alarming than if I'd seen some mysterious 
lurking figure. I'd been mere seconds behind this person yet they had vanished as if by magic. 

| made my way back inside and met Bruce coming out of the men's room. 

"There you are! | thought you'd gone to the loo but you weren't in there." 

"They were there again" 


His eyes widened. "And you went after them? Jan." 


| held up my hand. "I know, | know, but apparently they went out the back. There was no one out there when | 
looked" 


We returned to our table but | told Bruce | wanted to go back to the hotel. He phoned for a taxi even though 


it was only a few minutes walk and when | started to protest he interrupted me. 


"tm not calling a taxi because l'm worried about walking. | want to ride around a little and see if we can see 


anything.” 


At this point | didn't care one way or another, | was sick and tired of the whole business but | knew Bruce and 
| knew he wouldn't rest easy until he at least tried to get a look at my stalker. When the cab arrived he 
directed the driver to drive up and down every street in the immediate area and he held my hand as he 
scanned the sidewalks carefully. There were a number of people on the streets, this was a busy area of a 
large city after all, and | thought this was a waste of time until after twenty minutes or so | felt Bruce tense 


up and squeeze my hand. 
"Jan, look there, in front of the disco. | thought | saw someone in a long coat." 


| sat up straighter and looked where he indicated. The sidewalk was brightly lit here and after a moment | saw 


what had attracted his attention. There was a slim figure in what seemed to by a long black nylon raincoat 
walking with their head down and their hands stuffed in their pockets. They were wearing a wide-brimmed hat 
but we got a quick glimpse of the face as they looked up before crossing a side street. | drew in my breath 


and from his expression | could tell Bruce had seen the same thing | had. It was a girll 


Bruce asked our driver to slow almost to a crawl and he did in spite of the angry honking of a horn behind us, 
but the person, the girl, passed behind a parked bus and disappeared. We watched the other side but she didn't 
emerge and it became obvious she got into the vehicle. Bruce was looking intently at the vehicle and instructed 
our driver to back up in hopes of getting a license plate number but he couldn't, the traffic was backed up 

behind us because we were moving so slowly. Finally, Bruce leaned back in defeat and tersely told the driver to 


take us to our hotel. 


We didn't talk much on the drive, although Bruce did ask me if | thought the girl on the street was the same 
person I'd seen in the pub and in the alley. | had to admit that | believed it was. There was something about 
the size and shape and even the way she moved that convinced me of it. | don't know why | should have been 
so surprised that it was a woman. After all, it had been a girl in the photographs and this was probably the 
same one, but | simply hadn't considered that possibility. Bruce and | mulled it over as we readied for bed and 
we came up with a few theories but none of them made sense. It had been several days since the first photo 
had been sent to Rod and there had been no mention of blackmail, no indication that any of these photos were 
being sold or put online, and no indication that they had been sent to anyone else. I'd spoken to both my kids 
several times over the past few days and it was obvious they knew nothing about it, for which | was thankful. 


So what was the motivation? 


Chapter Seven 
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Chapter Seven 


The rest of the Maiden entourage trickled into Milan the next day with the other band members arriving just 
after noon. | expected to hear from Peter and | wasn't disappointed, he called me as soon as his plane arrived 
and came to my room before he went to his own upon arriving at the hotel. I'd gone to my own room 
because Bruce was going to be busy up until showtime taking care of business on the phone that he'd been 
neglecting, and | wasn't terribly surprised to see that Peter brought along two of his senior security men or 
that Rod tagged along as well. | spent over an hour filling them in on the previous night's events and Peter told 
me he'd been in daily contact with the original Hanover police as well as the Paris police but no one had come 
up with anything. The Hanover police had told him that there had been another drugging and robbery of a 
tourist, a wealthy Greek businessman, and that it had been similar to my own experience but there were no 
leads in that case either because, like me, the man could remember almost nothing about the robbers. That 
robbery had happened on the previous Tuesday, the day I'd found the heart drawn on my hotel door in Paris, 
which led me to think that either the robbery in Hanover had been by different people or that the heart had 
been unrelated to the rest of this. 

| pointed that out to Peter but he disagreed, saying that there could be several members of this group of 
people working in different cities and we had to assume it was all connected. Not a comforting thought, 


because we were headed to Zurich tomorrow and | didn't want to think there could be trouble there as well. 


| was subdued when Ade and Davey caught up with me later in the afternoon as | was going to the coffee bar 
adjacent to the lobby. It had been agreed from the first that the rest of the band shouldn't be given any 
details about this stalker so Dave, Ade and Nicko knew nothing about it, though they knew there was 
heightened security. Steve hadn't wanted to alarm anyone unnecessarily and Rod was in full agreement with 
that, so the other band members were told that the added security was just a precaution in view of recent 
terrorist events around Europe. 


Dave seemed to notice right away that | wasn't myself. "Are you okay, mate?" 

"Yeah, l'm fine. Just got some things on my mind." 

He was instantly concerned. "Is everything okay with Bruce?" Dave was the only other one in the band to 
know the full extent of my relationship with Bruce and | knew he was thinking of the times in the past when 


Bruce had done or said something to upset me. 


| smiled, appreciating his concern. He had been a shoulder for me to cry on many times during my early 


years in the band and especially during Bruce's absence from Maiden but those tumultuous times were the 


supportive during this craziness but | remembered that they weren't supposed to know about it. 


| was underestimating how well Dave could read me, however. When Ade drifted off with his wife to talk with 
some of our administrative staff, he took me aside to a secluded corner of the cafe. "I know something is 
wrong, Jan. I'm not trying to pry but I'm a little worried about you, you've been... acting different. If it isn't 
Bruce, is everything all right at home?" 


"Everything at home is the same as always." | looked at Dave, his vivid blue eyes were filled with concern and | 
suddenly thought ‘to hell with it. Dave was my mate, and one of the finest men I've ever had the privilege to 
know. l'm not keeping secrets from him. "I have a stalker, Dave. You guys aren't supposed to know about it, Rod 
thought it would be bad for morale and affect the performance, but obviously l'm not very good at pretending 


nothing is wrong.” 

"No, you aren't, you never have been" Dave smiled. "But a stalker? We've all had overly enthusiastic fans." 
"And maybe that's all this is, but it started after that incident in Hanover." | went on to outline everything 
that had been happening and by the time | finished Dave's usually cheerful expression had faded to one of 


uneasiness. 


"Are you saying that someone had sex with you while you were under the influence of this memory-impairing 


drug and they took pictures of it but aren't doing anything with them? Why would they do that?!" 


| shook my head and ran my hand through my hair. "I don't know, but | keep waiting for the other shoe to 
drop. Knowing they have photos like this... its hard, man. | expect to get a call anytime that they're out on 


social media or they've been sent to everyone | know!" 

Dave gripped my shoulder briefly in support. "What's being done about it?" 

| sighed. "Peter wants to lay a trap to lure them out after the show tonight." It was something he'd brought 
up when I'd met with him earlier but | wasn't entirely comfortable with it. "He wants to make it appear like | 


have no security watching me as we go back to the hotel to see if anyone shows themselves." 


"That sounds like a good idea, as long as his men are watching you closely without it being obvious they're 


there." 


| suppose it could work, and | do want this whole thing resolved. But | hate feeling like I'm being used as bait, 


you know?" 
He nodded in understanding. "I get that, but it could be the only way to catch this person” 


"I know. | agreed to it. | already told Bruce I'll be riding back to the hotel by myself tonight. He doesn't like it 


but he understands the reasoning. Peter is going to be my driver and have people hidden around where | get in 


and out of the car. If it doesn't work tonight, we'll try it again tomorrow night in Zurich." 


Dave slapped me on the back. "I hope it works, mate. Come on, let's get a cappuccino and watch the football 


match until it's time to go to the show. You need some diversion to keep your mind off this business." 


The night's concert was being held at Milan's well-known San Siro Ippodromo and we had two bands opening for 
us so we didn’t arrive as early as we generally do. It was almost dark when we finally took the stage and the 
concert was fantastic. The crowd was electrifying, there was a nice breeze to keep it from being too hot 


onstage, and for two hours | gave myself over to the music, everything else was driven from my mind. 


The adrenaline was coursing through me when we left the stage and | completely forgot about the plan to 
catch the stalker until | saw that Peter was driving the car and that Bruce was riding separately, then | began 
to feel apprehensive. The security crew are so skilled that | didn't see them as | got in the car, though | knew 
that there were several of them concealed nearby. Peter was dressed to look like a local and wore a hat as a 
kind of disguise in case the stalker knew him by sight. He chatted with me as we waited to exit the parking 


area, informing me that there had been no unusual activity so far. 


It wasn't a long drive to the hotel but we were forced to drive slowly because of the traffic. Peter was in full 
security mode, scanning the rear-view mirrors and the sidewalks for anything out of the ordinary but his 
actions only served to make me more uneasy and | was glad when we arrived at the hotel and pulled into the 
covered parking structure. Ours was the last vehicle in the convoy, something Peter had orchestrated so it 
would appear that no one was around when | got out of the car. When he pulled to a stop before the elevators 


leading to the main hotel building he turned to face me. 
"I think we'll have to try this again tomorrow night in Zurich, | haven't seen anything unusual tonight" 
“All right," | sighed, dreading going through this again. It felt like such a lot of fuss. "Goodnight Peter." 


He bid me goodnight and | got out of the car, pulling my robe around me because the wind was cool. | heard 
the car start to move as | walked toward the elevators, then | heard a rush of footsteps behind me. Before | 
could turn around | felt someone grab my arms, then there was a great deal of shouting and confusion. Four 
of Peters security crew had been lurking in the shadows between cars and behind pillars and they ran 
forward, tackling whoever had grabbed me and pinning him to the ground Peter was there, having stopped and 


run back as soon as he saw someone running after me. 

"Are you all right, Jan?" 

| was shaken but unharmed. "I'm fine." | turned in time to see two of the crew haul a young man to his feet 
by a harsh grip to his arms. He couldn't have been more than nineteen or twenty, and | stepped over. 

"Don't hurt him, guys" | cautioned the two men holding him. The boy had been looking down but he raised his 


face then and met my eyes, then to my complete astonishment he burst into tears! 


He was almost hysterical and sobbing something in what sounded like German, then he switched to English. 


"Don't take me to jaill Please! What will become of Lena? | have to take care of Lena!" 


Peter stepped up then and quietly instructed his men to escort the kid inside. They were gentle with him, he 
all but collapsed between them still sobbing and he seemed terrified We followed, though Peter told me | could 


go to my room now, he would take care of things. 


"No, | want to hear his story." | told him, so we followed as they brought the kid to Peter's room which 
doubled as his office. Once there the men sat the boy down at a table, standing behind his chair in case he 
would bolt. He showed no intention of doing that, though, he sat there hanging his head dejectedly, tears flowing 
freely as he hiccupped. Peter brought him a bottle of water and sat across from him. | sat down too, and as 


soon as he noticed me the kid gave me a pleading look. 
"Janick, please! Please don't let them take me away! Lena won't know what to do!" 


My heart went out to the kid. | had no idea who he was or why he had tried to grab me but he was 
obviously terrified. 


"What's your name?" | asked him, keeping my voice quiet and calm. 


‘lm Ben, don't you remember me? No, no, of course you don't. You don't remember Lena either, do you? 
Even after | gave you the pictures." He took a drink of water and wiped his hand across his eyes, struggling 


for composure. 


"| don't know you or anyone named Lena, Ben" | told him. "Why did you grab me? How long have you been 


following me?" 
He didn't answer that. "But you have to remember Lena! You and her... you two were together!" 
"You're the one who put those photos in my pocket, aren't you? And is Lena the girl in the photos?" 


He nodded emphatically. "Ja, yes, we were certain you would remember once you saw the photos. Lena was 


so sure you would ...." he started crying again and | don't think I've ever seen anyone so frightened. 


"Ben, you have to tell us everything from the beginning.’ Peter spoke then, he was also speaking gently so as 


not to frighten the kid any more than he already was. 


It took almost an hour of careful questioning but we were finally able to piece together Ben's story. It seemed 
that Lena was his sister. They were homeless and had fallen in with a group of other kids who picked pockets, 
shoplifted, and robbed tourists in Hanover. They recognized me and assumed | would have money or valuables 
on me so they spiked my drink and lured me into their vehicle. And that's when it got weird. Lena, Ben told us, 
apparently took one look at me and fancied herself in love with me. She gladly went along with it when the 
others suggested she coerce me into having sex with her, but after they booted me out of their car she 


learned they intended to use the photos they'd taken of us to blackmail me. 


"Lena wouldn't do anything to hurt you, Janick! You have to understand her. She's ... well, she's not the same 
as other girls. When we were little they told her she has what they called a personality disorder," Ben 
reached across the table to lay his hand on my arm. "She couldn't bear to think of anyone blackmailing you, so 


we took the photos and sneaked away from the others the next day.’ 


"All right," Peter assured him, "we're following your story so far, but why did you send that photo to Rod and 


then start harassing Jan?" 


"But we didn't mean to harass him!" Ben told him, then he looked pleadingly at me, "We didn't mean any harm 
But Lena is in love with you, Janick! She wants to be with you, she thought that if you would only remember 


her you would want to be with her too!" 
"Surely she knows I'm married, not to mention old enough to be her grandfather!" | exclaimed. 


Ben nodded sadly. "She knows, and she knows about you and Bruce. She..she spied on you two from the roof 
of the hotel. She doesn't care, she believes you are meant to be with her. She has gotten very bad the past 
few days, she doesn't seem to know what is real any more. l.. lm frightened for her. | have to take care of 


her! She can't take care of herself, she can't be alone!" 


He was getting agitated again and Peter tried to calm him. “Ben, we won't let anything happen to your sister. If 


you will let us, we will help you take care of her. Where is she now?" 


He told us the two of them had been sleeping in an abandoned building not far from the train station, they had 
apparently been following us from city to city by train Lena was there now waiting for him; he had promised 
her he would try to bring me there to her. 


"Listen, Ben, "I told him, "You two can't go on like this. It sounds like your sister probably needs medication, and 


you both need a place to live." 
Peter spoke again. "If we can get you back to Germany, do you have any family? Anyone you can stay with?" 


Ben shook his head. "Our mother is dead and father couldn't handle Lena's mood swings so he asked us to 


leave. And we are wanted by the police in Germany. There is no one, we have no one!" 


| may be able to help!" The two security guys had been standing by quietly listening to all of this but now 
one of them, an Austrian who had only been with us a year or two, spoke up. "My Aunt works for the Social 
Services in Baden, she operates a home for people with problems like your sister. If you are willing, | can call 


her right now." 


Peter and | both looked at the guy in surprise. He was a quiet giant of a man named Max, we would never 
have expected him to show this kind of interest or compassion. Ben was looking at him with a recognizable 


spark of hope in his eyes. "But... but am | being arrested?" 


| shook my head "I'm not going to press charges. You haven't hurt me and | know you were only doing what 


you did for Lena's sake. Æ" | pointed at him sternly, “if you let Max help you." 

Ben looked up at Max. "If you can help Lena I'll do anything!" 

Without another word Max pulled out his phone and was quickly on the phone with his Aunt, waking her in the 
middle of the night. They were soon deep in conversation in German, putting Ben on the phone as well, so | 
took the opportunity to leave. Peter walked with me to the door. 


"That turned out much better than any of us expected,” | told him. 


He nodded. "We got lucky. I'll see to it that Max has all the time he needs to set those kids up with his Aunt. If 
| notify the police that have been involved with this and let them know you want the investigation dropped l'm 
sure they'll drop the case and they'll never need to know about Ben or his sister.” 


| thanked him again and made my way to Bruce's room. He was just coming out of the bathroom after one of 


his marathon showers when | entered. 
"Where have you been? | expected you to join me in the shower!" He looked at me then, remembering the plan 
to lure the stalker out of hiding . "Don't tell me they found the stalker?!" He'd been skeptical all along of the 


plan . 


He followed me back into the bathroom and sat outside as | showered and told him about everything. As 
expected, he asked a dozen questions but when | stepped out he wrapped a fluffy towel around me. 


"That's a tragic story! But | don't blame her." 
| looked at him confused as we went into the bedroom area. 
"The girl. Lena" He explained. "OF course she fell in love with youl” 


"She isn't in her right mind, Bruce! | feel awful about having sex with a girl like that even if | was drugged at 
the time." 


Bruce shook his head and sat on the bed, pulling me down with him and laying me back. "You aren't responsible 
for that. What | meant is that anyone who had sex with you would fall in love with you! | fell in love with you 


long before we ever even had sex!" He leaned over me and kissed me softly. 


"Flattery will get you everywhere Bruciel" | laughed, remembering the months he spent pursuing me trying to 
get into my pants when we were nineteen or twenty. Once | finally gave in | regretted wasting all that time but 


we made up for it by shagging every chance we got from then on. We're still making up for it. 


"Hmm... there's only one place | want it to get mel” he grinned, his hand sliding down over my bare arse and 
squeezing. "Now that this stalker nightmare is resolved we can focus on the things that count!" his hand 
circled from my hip around to the front of me then and he teasingly cupped my growing erection. "Like this!" 


| reached up and pulled him down for a heated kiss. | did feel like a weight had been lifted from me and without 
the stress that had been constantly at the back of my mind recently | was feeling decidedly frisky. Bruce was 
half lying over me and | reached down and grabbed his arse almost roughly, digging my fingers into the 
muscular cheeks and grinding myself up into him. He let out a low sexy chuckle as | moved my lips around his 


jaw to nip at his neck and | felt him hardening against me. 


" You're in one of your moods tonight, Gers!" he murmured as he swept back my damp hair and swirled his 


tongue across my ear, making me shiver. "| bet | can get you to do anything | want you to right now!" 
"Maybe, maybe..." | giggled. "Just what do you have in mind?" 


"I think you know what | likel" he growled low, poking the tip of his tongue into my ear as one of his hands slid 
down my belly almost to my groin. 


| do indeed know what he likes and proceeded to prove it by slipping out from under him and going down on him 
without preliminaries. As much as we loved to tease and draw out the anticipation there were times when | 
couldn't wait, | wanted him and | wanted him immediately. This was one of those times and | took him in as far 
as | could in one swoop. He is large but after so many years of practice I'd gotten good at taking him all the 
way to the back of my throat without gagging, letting my throat muscles relax as my tongue worked him 


over. 


"Damn, Jan!" he gasped, taken by surprise at how suddenly I'd moved. My only reply was to hum around him 
and pull off only to move to his balls and take them into my mouth one by one, rolling them on my tongue as 
my hand closed around him. | get totally into doing this for him, feeding off his reaction as | continue working 
on him, licking and tasting as he threaded his fingers through my hair. 


He lay back trying to be still as | kissed and sucked little bites to his belly and on down his hips and thighs, my 
hand languidly stroking him all the time. | reached up with my other hand and tweaked his nipple sharply, 
something he never admitted to enjoying but it was obvious that he did, | felt the telltale twitch and the moist 


precome start to seep from him. 


| couldn't resist that, | returned for a taste and easily got carried away, taking him all the way in again and | 
heard a low moan escape him. Bruce hates revealing any vulnerability but there are certain things that can 
reduce him to a shaking mess and | was determined to employ all of them now and he quickly became aware of 
what | was up to as | let my fingers dip below his heavy testicles to lightly trace the crack of his ass. | wet 
my finger with saliva then teased his opening, threatening to push inside but never quite doing it. 


"Ahh, Jan, for fuck sake just do it!" he finally groaned, "Do it!" 


Well, since he asked so nicely how could | refuse? But to his surprise | didn't use my finger. When he felt my 
tongue feather across him his hips bucked sharply and he gasped. This is something | don't particularly enjoy 
doing with women but with Bruce it's different, it feels more intimate somehow and as | probe him | feel his 
thighs start to tremble. All the while my other hand is still stroking him and after a few minutes his fingers 
clutch my hair. 


"Jan stop, stop, let me fuck you!" 


He is nearly incoherent but | gladly oblige, raising up and throwing my legs astride him, sinking down in one long 
movement. I'm half out of my mind with lust myself by this time and the feeling of him slowly spreading me 
apart is exquisite. | sit back and he wraps his hand around me. | feel as though | could come before he even 
moves his hand as | begin to ride him, and he correspond his stokes with mine. | had my eyes closed but then | 
looked down at him, at the face of the man who means everything to me as he looks up at me, his eyes glazed 
over, his lips parted, and suddenly | lose it, coming in fountains over our stomachs with a high-pitched moan 
Then Bruce dug his fingers into my hips and threw his head back against the pillow, slamming himself into me 
as | felt him fill me, prolonging my own lingering spasms. After a moment he reached up and pulled me down 


across him, burying his face in my hair, his lips nuzzling across my neck with little flicks of his tongue. 


"Fuck, Jan!" he gasped breathlessly, "You are so damned good! then his voice sank to a mere whisper right by 


my ear. "| love you so much!" 


| was feeling warm and languid and blissfully spent as | nestled into his neck "I love you too, Brucie. | always 


have ard | always willl" 


